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Mary Seyton.   He thinks by chafing of her blood-
less limbs

To quicken the numbed life to sense again
That is as death now in her veins ; but surely
I think the very spirit and sustenance
That keeps the life up current in the blood
Has left her as an empty house for death,
Entering, to take and hold it

Mary Beaton.                        I say, no;

She will not die of chance or weariness;
This fever caught of riding and hot haste
Being once burnt out, as else nought ails her, will not
Leave her strength tainted ; she is manly made,
And good of heart; and even by this her brain,
We see, begins to settle; she will live.

Mary CarrnichaeL    Pray God she may, ami no time

worse than this

Come through her death on us and all her land
Left lordless for men's swords to carve and ^luro;
Pray God she die not.

Mary Beaton.            From my heart, amen !

God knows and you if I would have her die.

Mary Seyton.   Would you give up your loving life
for hers ?

Mary Beaton,    I shall not die before her; nor, I

think,
Live long when she shall live not

Mary Seyton.                              A strange faith :

Who put this confidence in you? or is ft
But love that so assures you to keep life